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returning we were met by the charwoman saying she could get no
fowls for the funeral breakfast tomorrow. 'Should she get a small
turkey?' - 'Yes, she should get a small turkey.'
Friday, December morrow
I had a comfortable dry warm bed and nice bedroom at the Star.
I walked up to College Green and my Father and Mother drove up
to 8.30 breakfast. At 10.30 the canons and prebendaries who were
to be pall-bearers began to assemble with the other people who
attended the funeral. Cathedral morning prayer at 10.15 and as it
was Litany Day they were not over rill 1.30. Meanwhile breakfast,
scarves and hatbands. Mr. Hooper the lawyer and Mr. Wheeler the
Cathedral Precentor were there. The former reminds me much of
Hainan of Boatside, There was an old Mr. Gresley who knew my
great uncle and said he remembered often being blessed by Bishop
Hurd. It was not on the whole a distinguished looking company.
They met in die dining room where over the mantelpiece hung a
nice portrait of old Doctor Green, Chancellor of the Diocese, in his
scarlet DJD, robes, old Mrs. Kilvert's father, or brother. Opposite
hung a Paul Potter, and on the side wall a quaint view of Rome in a
very long narrow picture. There was a piano in the dining room and
another upstairs, and there was a little funny old-world picture of
two children playing together, one of them being old Mis. Kilvert.
The coffin had been brought downstairs and was waiting in the hall
covered with the black velvet sweeping soft pall, white bordered.
Boom went the great bell of the Cathedral. Church was over, and
someone said they ought to have used the tenor bell, but they were
using the great bell and no mistake. Boom went the bell again.
The coffin went out immediately and the pall bearers filed out in
pairs after it, taking their places and holding each his pall tassel on
either side. My Father and I followed as Chief mourners in crape
scarves and hatbands. All the rest in silk. The bearers had been
selected not at all with reference to their fitness for the task, but with
reference to the friendship entertained for them by the servants of
the house. One of the bearers on the right side was very short, so
short that he could not properly support the coffin level. The coffin
seemed very heavy. As the procession moved across College Green
to the Cloister arch, the men staggered under the weight and the
coffin lurched and tilted to one side over the short bearer. One very

